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THS ft 


Contrary to some rumours that drifted among those that had come across Jimmy, heroin was not the only 
drug that had called the guitarists name many times over. Guess you could say he likes variety. In fact, he 
had only recently discovered the numbing yet exhilarating power of none other than quaaludes, and saying that 


he liked them was quite the understatement. But maybe he liked them too much. 


The brunet laid across the couch, one arm under his head, the other dangling off the side, his fingertips 
brushing the carpet where a few laid scattered by the bottle that had been knocked to the floor. He looked as 
though he were sleeping, but on occasion he'd break out into a very quiet snickering, as if he were watching a 
comedy act that no one else could see. Suddenly he reached up with the dangling hand and explicitly fixed his 
pants. They were starting to bother him just a little. His shirt was pushed up unevenly, like he'd literally 
thrown himself on to the couch and hadn't bothered afterward. 


Finally, he brought his head up, setting his chin on the arm of the couch. He rubbed his eye, brows furrowing. 
"Paaaaaauuul.." he called out, just the one word slurring as if he were drunk. He wasn't even sure if Paul was 
even home but it was worth a shot. But he wasn't coherent enough to realize just how fucked up he really 
looked. His gaze refocused to the side table in front of him where a half empty bottle of Jack sat and he ran 
the tip of his index finger over the rim in a fascinated sort of way. 


Up until his reading was interrupted, Paul was reclining on the bedroom bench, and almost spilled his tea. He 
sat up, and stretched, letting out a long sigh, fixing the sleeves of his light blue button up shirt. Somehow, he 
knew something was up with Jimmy, but he wasn't quite sure what yet. The brunette stood up, setting the 
cup of tea on the night table, before walking across the bedroom to the door. 


Paul started down the stairs, before pausing, leaning over the railing to look at Jimmy, seeing the two different 
bottles of poison, the bottle of Jack, and the bottle of pills. His eyes widened, and he shuffled down the stairs 


hurriedly, immediately reaching Jimmy's side, looking at the scene before him. 


"Yes yes.. Jimmy. What is it?" He asked, trying not to sound too worried. In reality, he just hoped the guitarist 
hadn't taken /too/ much of whatever it was that he had taken Paul knelt down by him, picking up the bottle, 
examining it, before sighing. Of course. "What d'ya need..?" 


The guitarist dug his fingers into his own hair in an attempt to brush it out of his face, though a few strands 
of it still clung to his face in a stringy way. He sat up slowly so he didn't dizzy himself - at least he was 
conscious enough to do that - and he stood up in front of Paul. He took a step toward him, accidentally 
stepping on the spilled pills below him with bare feet and crushing them into the carpet, though it didn't seem 
he'd noticed. 


He ran his hands over Paul's sides beneath his shirt to rest them on his sides. He looked as though he had 


only just woken up. He leaned in, the corner of his lips twitching in a small half-smirk. 


"| need your love'," he mumbled against Paul's lips, quoting his own band in quite possibly the drunkest voice 
he's ever had. He ran his thumbs over the other's skin, pressing a feathery kiss to his lips, somewhat 
conscious of the fact that if he leaned too much forward he'd probably fall on him, and subsequently fall 


asleep on him. 


If Jimmy leaned any more on him, there was no way in Hell Paul could hold him up. Perhaps he should stop 
him? If only he had the willpower to do so. Blinking several times at Jimmy, Paul kissed him back, gently at 
first, before pulling away a little. "No no no.." Paul mumbled against his lips. It was difficult for him to even say 


that. 


Even though he had said ‘no’, he still wrapped his arms around Jimmy's neck He could smell the whiskey on his 
breath, and that alone, Paul was a sucker for. "I mean." He began, his eyes darting to the pills still on the table. 
Maybe he could even out the odds? It might make it interesting, but at the same time, it would have been 


safer if he was conscious at least. 


"What else do you need..?" 


Jimmy pulled away a little bit as well, a pout on his lips as he tilted his head down, chewing on his lips. It 
turned out he was looking at himself, his brows furrowing as he shifted on his feet. The earlier adjustment 


hadn't help the situation in his pants. 


"| need." he mumbled at first, tilting his head to the side before looking up and licking his lips. ".| want.. more," 
he finished, squeezing Paul's sides, his gaze distant before he glanced back at the bottle on the table. ". need 
more.’ He chewed on his bottom lip decisively, his gaze flickering back and forth between the Jack bottle and 

the quaaludes. 


Paul looked down at Jimmy's pants, letting out a sigh. What else could he do? "More..2" He asked, tilting his 
head as he trailed his hands down to Jimmy's pants. Well he had to help him in some way. Paul reached down 
and grabbed the bottle of Jack, taking a large sip, before setting it down, grabbing a handful of pills, taking it 
down with he whiskey he had in his mouth. 


His hands returned to Jimmy's pants, hoping the quaaludes kicked in soon. "How's this then?" He asked, tilting 
his head slightly, Now his hands worked on the fly, rushing a little. He mumbled against Jimmy's lips with a bit 


of frustration. "Fuck." He cursed under his breath. 


Jimmy watched hazily as Paul downed the pills, his head swimming too much to have really a concept on what 
he was doing - and how /much/ he was doing. He blinked slowly, licking his lips as he looked down to watch the 
other's hands work at his pants. 


Suddenly he tilted his head forward and locked his lips with Paul's, instantly forcing him into a deep, drug- 
induced kiss. Oh yes, with that dose, Paul's should be kicking in anywhere from ten minutes to fifteen minutes 
from then. He grabbed Paul by the ends of his shirt, letting himself fall back on to the couch and pulling the 
singer with him. He pulled back from his lips to laugh, which was more like a giggle fit than anything. 


He wasn't exactly sure how many pills he had taken, and he wasn't exactly counting either. It didn't really 
matter either way. Looking down at Jimmy, Paul grabbed his shirt, getting slightly dizzy. He could feel the Jack 
burning down his throat, but ignored it. 


Grinning down at Jimmy, Paul snickered, hoping that the drugs at least kicked in soon. "So much fer layin’ off 
the drugs.. an’ you.. apparently." Paul said, kissing at Jimmy's neck, slowly. Wouldn't be much longer now. 
"They'll kick in soon." He drawled, speaking against his neck. 


He let go of Pauls shirt, instead laying his arms out above his head, biting his lip as he tried to stop grinning. 
He tilted his head so his cheek brushed against Paul's, his laughter having drifted off before they were quickly 
replaced by a moan that he just simply couldn't help. 


"We'll have fun," he mumbled back, the amusement in his voice as he brushed his lips against Paul's ear, his 
words still slurred significantly. Then he let his head fall back against the couch, licking his lips as he tilted his 


head so his neck was more accessible. 


Paul trailed kisses down Jimmy's neck, before reaching his collarbone. Now he could feel something spreading 
across him, and whether or not it was simply Jimmy having that effect on him, it didn't change the 
discomfort in his own pants. In truth, Paul wanted to experience this for the first time with Jimmy. At least 
he would get off a hundred times more with him. Just the thought of that, made him moan. 


Sloppily, Paul worked on the buttons, cursing under his breath. He wanted to get to the good part faster. The 
singer looked back up to Jimmy, checking to see his face. God he loved his face. Paul went back up to his lips, 


and forced his mouth on Jimmy's as well as his tongue. 


The quaaludes were probably just making every single touch just that much better, because the slightest 
brush on his skin by the singer made him get goosebumps. He returned Paul's forced kiss, letting his tongue 
glide over his as he tilted his head into it. He was a tad bit cold to the touch, no thanks to the pills, but he 


didn't much notice. 


Subconsciously, the guitarist tilted his hips up into the other's and let loose yet another moan into his mouth. 
He really was just a large toddler on that stuff, but he wasn't sure if either of them were complaining, and 


Jimmy certainly wasn't complaining about the growingly intoxicated way Paul was beginning to move and kiss. 


"You know, | can warm you up.." Paul said into his ear, grinding his hips against his. This was all so strange for 
him, but so far, he was liking it. The singer let out a loud groan, not holding it back at all. One hand went to 
Jimmy's pants, slipping past the hem without any resistance or restraint. "Got yerself in'o a jam, eh?" Paul 
asked, feeling up his length. 


"Lemme fix that fer ya." He said, his speech seriously slurred. His other hand ran through Jimmy's hair, as 
his tongue tasted the whiskey on his lips. Lucky for him, he had undone his pants before he had taken the 
quaaludes. His hand worked on Jimmy, feeling himself growing harder. Little did Paul know that they would be 
there a long time. 


You Shook Me 


He felt another wave of goosebumps go over his skin, traveling up his back and over his arms at the feeling of 
Paul's fingers wrapped around him. The groan he returned to him was just as loud, if not a bit louder, and 
caused him to pull back from the kiss. His hips tilted up to his hand as well as he licked his lips again, feeling 
them begin to dry out. 


"Paul." He mumbled against his lips. He could already feel that first orgasm building up, but it was building 
quite slowly and he knew that this wouldn't be the only thing Paul would give him to get it. This was exactly 
why Paul's name had drifted into another soft moan, his hands moving down to dig into the singer's hair in a 
desperate attempt to just put his hands somewhere, anywhere on the other's body. 


He had to touch Jimmy more, he wanted more contact and just wanted more.. of the guitarist really. The 
drugs were really kicking in now, as he began to laugh a little bit, which faded into a moan Paul wasn't even 
sure what he had found so funny, but then again, he was beyond caring. His hand moved faster now, barely 


hearing Jimmy speak (or rather groan) his name. 


He moved his lips to Jimmy's neck again, having some sort of focus on it, before biting gently. The singer had 
become sloppy, adding a bit of tongue into the mix. Moving to where his windpipe was, Paul kissed there feeling 
the others breathing. His hand working him below did a little flick-of-the-wrist, or as best as he could manage. 


He didn't nearly moan this much when he was sober, but he guessed you could say he was just more honest 
when he was on those things. He laughed a little quietly in response to Paul, but it caught in his throat when 
he felt his hand start to move even faster than before, and he laid his head back, fingers digging much more 
harshly into the singer's hair. 


In all honesty, Jimmy couldn't really focus on anything other than the hand. Something about those pills really 
limited how he could divide his attention, and he found himself honestly unable to multitask. But that was okay. 


Besides, he was the one receiving right now. When it was time to retaliate, would be when he needed it. 


The drugs hit him like a freight train. Mouthing against his neck, Paul angled his wrist again, With a loud moan, 

Paul grinded his hips against Jimmy's again, unable to control himself. Leaving a trail of kisses all the way down, 
he tugged the others pants down even more, before taking Jimmy fully into the depths of his mouth. He tried 

taking him all the way, up until he hit the back of his throat. 


Humming around Jimmy, Paul slowly pulled his head back, allowing his hand to still pump him as his mouth 
worked. He wasn't even going to bother to ask if he was doing okay. His hands gripped at Jimmy's hips, as he 
tilted his head slightly now, his gaze finally flickering up to see a reaction. 


He felt another shiver course up his spine as the singer moved down on him, and he tangled his fingers into 
the curls of Paul's dark hair, keeping them there the whole way down. "Oh f-.." he mumbled, tilting his head 
against the arm of the couch. He didn't even get to finish what he had to say since he cut himself off with 


his own moan. 


It wasn't until he felt Paul's eyes on him that he looked down at him to lock their gazes. He bit into his own 
bottom lip a tad bit harshly after dragging his tongue across it. He knew somewhere in his mind that 
eventually they'd both get sick of the foreplay and move on to much more exciting means, but that didn't 
mean he was going to enjoy this, either. That became apparent when he laid his head back with a nice and loud 


groan of Paul's name for the third time that evening, tearing his gaze away from the sight before him. 


Most of the time, Paul was pretty patient, but it seemed that the quaaludes prevented that. Moving his 
mouth again, looked down again, this time closing his eyes. It was all so much for him, and he wanted to move 
right along. Using his tongue a little, Paul pulled back, feeling bad for being impatient. Paul didn't move his hand 
though, still wanting to hear Jimmy call his name. 


He had never heard him moan and groan this much.. ever. His hand paused for a moment as he unbuttoned his 
own shirt, looking down at Jimmy as he tossed it uselessly the floor. Paul leaned down to Jimmy's ear. "D'ya 
want to move right along?" He asked, with his seriously slurred speech. The cold spread across his body, and 


the hands in his hair made him moan into Jimmy's ear. 


Just as Jimmy gave another smaller moan, he noticed he wasn't within the warm depths of Paul's mouth 


anymore, and he looked down expectantly for the singer to move back up on him, which he did. He brushed his 
cheek against, his gaze flickering down once more to watch Paul's hand, which earned a groan from deep in his 


throat - just knowing the hand wasn't his own was enough. 


The guitarist nodded quickly at Paul's question, making himself just a tad bit dizzy as he bit his bottom lip, but 
the feeling soon went away. He still had his arms up above his head, otherwise he would've completely 


straddled Paul by now. Turns out they're both impatient. Who knew? 


Paul moaned in Jimmy's ear, before flicking his wrist again "Think it's your turn." He said, even his tongue 


feeling numb. His hand continued to move, before stopping, sitting back on the other end, opposite from Jimmy. 


Paul nudged him with his foot, staring at the guitarist, before crooking his finger at him. "C'mon. I'm ready for 


your love~" Paul sung, making a failed attempt at it. Of course he was referencing his own band's song. 


The brunet paused as he watched Paul sit back, a drowsy smirk crossing his lips as he dragged his tongue 
across them briefly. He bit down on his bottom lip as he sat up and moved to lay on his stomach, his ankles 


crossing and resting on the arm of the couch behind him. 


His gaze flickered up to meet Paul's for only a moment before he truly focused (to the best of his ability) on 
the task at hand. He ran his hand up over his crotch to release the button and zipper of his jeans, sniffling as 
he did. Let's hope that wasn't because there was another drug in his system. He wasted no time sliding the 
singer's length into his mouth, either, his eyes closing as he groaned softly onto it, his fingers wrapping around 
the base and giving a little squeeze. 


Now Paul's head tilted back, unable to speak. The drugs really /had/ done a number on him, not that he didn't 
mind all of the sensations he was feeling right then in the moment. All he could suppress was a loud moan of 


Jimmy's name. It wasn't like he could help it, really. 


The singer shifted, wanting to hold onto something, as his hands snaked down to Jimmy's hair, tangling his 
fingers into his dark brown locks. The little squeeze brought another groan from him. If he knew Jimmy 


correctly (which he presumed he did), he wouldn't stop easily. In all honesty, that was fine with Paul. Man. He 


should've taken quaaludes a Hell of alot sooner... 


No, Jimmy definitely wasn't going to stop any time soon. A moan drifted up from deep in the brunet's throat 
when he felt Paul's fingers dig into his hair. He made sure to breathe through his nose so he didn't necessarily 
have to stop, though he did pull his mouth off eventually to give Paul a few good strokes of the hand 


Now, he knew what quaaludes did to the body. He knew that most of this probably only felt that level of good 
because of them but hey, he wasn't complaining. How could he? After all, if he was getting Paul to moan and 
groan like that, did it really matter how? He dragged his tongue slowly up the side of the singer's length to the 
tip before taking it into his mouth again, using his tongue and whatever else he could to make the other feel 
as good as possible. 


Whatever the case was, Paul had never felt more alive. Out of all the crazy shit he'd tried, this was by far 
the most powerful and oh fuck. It only enhanced what Jimmy was doing a billion percent, not like the guitarist 
hadn't made him feel that without the drugs. This gave it a certain edge that he couldn't quite place, and he 


wasn't exactly focusing in finding out. Not when he was crying Jimmy's name out like he was doing just then 


Yeah. Maybe he /did/ take the whole cliché of "making someone sing" literally, though the sounds Paul made 
was far from his singing voice, but maybe it was music to Jimmy's ears. Feeling the other pull off of him, the 
singer managed to look down, his eyes unable to focus properly. "Fuck-" He groaned out, his hands pulling on 
Jimmy's hair, perhaps a bit too forcefully. Paul couldn't help it, not to mention the drugs made it difficult to 
gauge himself. To be fair, the last part wasn't too bad, now that he thought of it. 


The brunet had no problem with flicking his tongue over the tip even as he moved his head, his hand 
continuing to move with his mouth. Pulling off for the last time, he closed his eyes and moved his head with 
Paul's tug on his hair, letting out a groan from deep in his throat as he bit his bottom lip. That got a reaction 
out of him. 


His fingers gave Paul a gentle squeeze in response and eventually his muscles relaxed again as he let a sigh out 
through his nose. There was something about those drugs that made him give away what he truly liked, and 
oh, did he like that. His eyes opened now, flickering up Paul slowly before he met his gaze, giving him a look 
with those dark green eyes that said ‘do it again’. 


Ready For Love 


Author's Notes: 
There WILL be more. once | fucking get to replying which will be in like a YEAR ~" 


Staring down at Jimmy, Paul instantly understood what the other had wanted, and he was going to deliver. Was 
that not what the singer did best? Working his hands into Jimmy's hair gently, he gave another tug, this time 
a bit harder, but not too much. He didn't want to hurt Jimmy too much before he even knew how far the 


other could go with pain. Paul was in no way a sadist, but rather a pleaser. 


Paul sat up a little,tugging Jimmy's head up to him, groaning his name all the while. The singer was desperate 
for him, and he wasn't even /close/ to his first orgasm yet, thanks to the quaaludes. "Do you want t do th’ 
honors?" He asked, his legs aching to get going. To be fair, he had been aching to receive for a while now. "Else 
we'll be here a loooooong time." Paul teased, then shook at the thought of Jimmy inside him. /F u c k../ 


Almost at exactly the same time as the tug on his hair, he felt a slight twitch come from himself down below. 
Leave it to the quaaludes to be perfectly honest for you. His hand around Paul slowed as he was, well, 
distracted, and he let himself be pulled up on the singer, brushing the bridge of his nose against the brunet's 
and doing the same with his lips against his. 


He bit down on his own lip for a second, his gaze flickering over Paul's face as if analysing it. He parted his lips 
then to say something but instead just nodded a bit with a vague ‘mhm’. He hadn't given in a while now, and 


the idea started to grow on him since Paul mentioned it. He gave him a gentle squeezing thinking about it now. 


If there was any time to do something about the situation, it was now. Paul /was/, in fact, the submissive one, 
and he was quite comfortable with the fact, not to mention proud of it too. Really though.. who /didn't/ want 
to give in to Jimmy? They had to be fucking crazy.. just look at the guitarist! 


Paul's head was spinning. For his eyes, certain colours were enhanced, but for physical contact, each touch 
from Jimmy was electric. Even the gentle squeeze caused the singer to shake. Well, Jimmy plus quaaludes will 
have that effect on you. The others response almost made him jump with excitement, and he soon found 


himself chuckling. It was really for nothing in particular, and the whole thing seemed a bit funny to him, for no 


reason. 


By the time he'd gotten Paul's pants completely off, he'd nearly forgotten he was even the one who'd removed 
them. Not that it mattered, they were off anyway. His hands moved to his sides and pulled him down a bit, 


toward himself where he'd be able to easily give him exactly what he wanted. 


Now, he was much too focused on giving Paul's neck the works with his lips to even really do anything down 
below. Eventually, though, he tuned back in to what he was doing, kicking off his own jeans the remainder of 
the way since he didn't want to pull away. Burying his face in Paul's neck, he gave his neck a good bite to 
muffle himself as he pushed himself inside, letting his eyes shut as his hands squeezed the other's sides. 


Paul's legs tightened around Jimmy, biting back a groan as the guitarist bit down on his neck. Oh there'd be a 
mark there. Paul wanted to have them all, to show that he belonged only to Jimmy. His fingers tangled into the 
brunet's hair, tugging harshly. He couldn't help it, even as he let out a loud: "Oh Jimmy". The words just slipped 
right from his mouth. Paul's jaw hung open slightly, and he closed his eyes, gasping as he felt a wave of 


pleasure wash over him. 


Paul tilted his hips up to Jimmy’s,as one hand snaked down to his ass, groping him briefly. Oh how he'd been 
wanting to that for awhile. That same hand went and gripped the guitarist ‘s hips. pulling him to him. The whole 
sensation of.. well, everything, was enhanced. How long had he waited for this? H couldn't tell. The singer then 
recalled how innocent he'd been when he'd first met Jimmy. Oh look how downhill he was now.. or uphill. 


depending on how one saw it. 


His hands moved up Paul's sides, scratching a bit at his skin as they did, pulling back from the brunet's neck 
and observing the nice mark he'd left on his skin. Laying a kiss upon it, a low yet loud groan soon joined it, and 
he gasped softly when he'd gotten all the way in. That was a feeling he'd never want to lose, and hoped he 
wouldn't forget even when the quaaludes finally wore off, which wouldn't be for another handful of hours. It 


wasn't his concern now. 


"Fuck," he mumbled involuntarily, squeezing Paul's sides, as he slowly started to move his hips against his, 
chewing on his own bottom lip. Come to think of it, why /had/ they waited so long? It was almost criminal how 


new this feeling was to him, when it shouldn't have been new at all. It only went to show how much he should 


take advantage of the feeling while he had it. He was sure Paul would appreciate that. 


Paul shivered when Jimmy began to move his hips, moving to his rhythm. Paul whimpered slightly, which faded 
into a moan. His fingers pulled on Jimmy's hair as he clenched his jaw, feeling his head spinning. The feeling of 
the guitarist was something he'd never forget, nor wanted to. It was something he'd cherish for the rest of 
his life, that much was certain. The brunet couldn't imagine what it'd be like without Jimmy, or if he /hadn't/ 
snuck from his parents to look at that guitar in the window. Or his first kiss on the rooftop in London.. with 


Jimmy. 


To be fair, they /had/ waited a long time. It wasn't like he hadn't thought about it every time he looked at the 
guitarist, but one way or the other, the waiting had paid off. Paul let out another loud moan His fingers 
massaged into the others hair. "Faster Jimmy--" Paul said breathlessly, mumbling. Perhaps he sounded a bit 


demanding, but maybe he was. 


Well, Jimmy certainly wasn't one to disappoint, and that much was obvious when he did exactly what Paul had 
asked of him. He licked his lips then, tilting his head and nuzzling his face into the brunet's neck, giving his skin 
the works - kisses, bites, licks, you name it. After all, self-control wasn't exactly his forte at the moment. 


He hadn't thought about that first kiss in a while. Probably not even since they'd crossed paths again, much, 
much later, in their twenties. Well, Paul had /almost/ been in his twenties. When he was sober and thought 
about that fact, it made him laugh. He always forgot that he was older. Not because he always thought Paul 
was, but he just didn't feel older. Not to mention, he didn't exactly look the part half the time. 


Naturally, though, these thoughts were interrupted when he let a moan out against Paul's skin, working his 


hips against his and giving his sides another squeeze. The reminiscing could wait. 


Shit. How could he have forgotten that Jimmy was pretty direct, depending on the situation? Even his lack of 
control was direct, for Christ sake's. Paul wasn't exactly / looking/ for self-control, which made things a Hell of 
alot easier. but not /too/ easy. In response to Jimmy working on his neck, the singer bit down on the others 
shoulder, trying to silence himself from crying out. 


Jimmy had always looked younger than him to be honest. Except of course when they first met. Paul was 
/really/ small then, and barely knew what was good for him. He had practically fallen in love with Jimmy from 


the first moment he'd seen him. 


Not like he could ignore the guitarists moan His hands pulled at Jimmy's hair again, cursing loudly. The 


quaaludes were doing a number on him, that was for sure. 


The brunet couldn't help it when he gasped softly at the feeling of the other biting down on his shoulder. Sure, 
that'd made him pull back from his neck for a few moments, leaving him panting softly though his hips never 


stopped. He didn't want to stop - or maybe he just couldn't. Wouldn't? Didn't matter. 


A moan escaped his lips again when Paul tugged on his hair, and he promptly bit his lower lip, burying his face 
in the singer's neck once more in a flurry of brunet waves of hair, his hands hardly knowing what to do with 
themselves which made them just squeeze desperately at Paul's hips. Naturally, the drugs weren't helping. 


They never did. 


Suddenly, he started to laugh a little bit, right up against Paul's ear, tilting his head so he could. No idea why, 
he just did. One hand moved up from the other's hip and cupped his cheek, running his thumb over his jaw as 
he pressed his lips against his, quite possibly putting them in the deepest kiss he'd ever given to him. 


With Jimmy's face buried in the singer's neck, Paul tilted his head back, letting loose yet another vocal moan of 
the others name. This time around it was much louder, and perhaps far more feminine-sounding as well. The 
drugs brought out Paul's /true/ vocal-work.. in the way of, well.. /this/. Not that he minded at all, of course. 


By this point, Paul was ready to make whatever sounds Jimmy could force out of the singer. 


He wasn't going to ask about the laugh, not when he loved Jimmy's breathing against his ear.. his heavy, 
ragged panting. Cut off from reveling in the sensation, he was forced into a deep kiss, complying to it with ease 
as he gave in completely. Paul's lips parted, letting his tongue glide against the others. At the same moment, 
his hips worked in rhythm with Jimmy as he breathed heavily through his nose. 


Thank fuck Jimmy had kissed him when he had, because his orgasm had started to build up, to which he let 
out a muffled groan into Jimmy's mouth. Paul pulled away, but only for a moment, staring up at the guitarist 
breathlessly. The brunet moved a hand to the side of Jimmy's face, pushing the others hair back away from 
his face as he dug his fingers into his dark locks. "I think m close-- not sure yet--" 


Paul soon pulled him into another deep kiss, putting so much force into it, that he'd practically forgotten to 
breathe. 


The brunet slowly licked his lips as he listened to Paul speak, the almost mesmerised blink he gave not being 
any faster. His hips didn't stop, even when the singer pulled him into an almost bruising kiss - he hadn't put in 


any effort to resist the force, after all Why would he? 


Suddenly, his hands finally knew what to do and they moved down, hooking at the back of Paul's knees to lift 
his legs up a bit, just so he could get himself deeper than before. If that were possible. But anything was. He 
tilted his head into the kiss, and he slowly began to transition from being rapid to forceful with his thrusts. He 


was sure that wouldn't be a problem. 


His hands squeezed at Paul's legs and he parted his lips into the kiss, his dark tresses of hair falling down to 
brush both their faces, and suddenly he realized they would probably be there for quite some time. 


